GURLL'S   RETORT                           i57
the Oxford Arms in Warwick Lane, under the Title of Court
Poems. The Profit arising from the Sale was equally to be
divided between Mr. John Oldmixon, Mr, John Pemberton (a
Bookseller of Parliamentary Note in Fleet Street, tho5 he has
not had the good fortune to be immortalized in the Dunciad),
and myself. And I am sure my Brother Lintot will, if asked,
declare this to be the same state of the Case I laid before Mr.
Pope, when he sent for me to the Swan Tavern in Fleet Street
to enquire after this Publication. My brother Lintot drank his
half Pint of Old Hock, Mr. Pope his half Pint of Sack, and I the
same quantity of an Emetic Potion (which was the punishment
referred to by our Commentator), but no threatenings past.
Mr. Pope, indeed, said, that Satires should not be printed (tho3
he has now changed his mind). I answered, they should not be
wrote, for if they were, they would be printed. He replied, Mr.
Gay's Interest at Court would be greatly hurt by publishing
these Pieces. This was all that passed in our Triumvirate. We
then parted, Pope and my brother Lintot went together, to his
Shop, and I went home and vomited heartily. I then despised
the Action and have since in another manner sufficiently Purged
the Author of it. In the Advertisement prefixt to the Court
Poems, the Hearsay of the Town is only recited, some attributing
them to a Lady of Quality, others to Mr. Gay, but the Country-
confirmation was (Chelsea being named) that the Lines could
come from no other hand than the laudable Translator of Homer.
This is a Demonstration of the Falsehood of our Commentator's
Assertion, that any transfer was made, from a Lady to Mr. Pope,
they being originally charged upon him as his lawful issue; and
so I shall continue his Fame, having lately printed a new edition
of them and added them to his Letters, which come next under
consideration*
Before dealing with Pope's Letters, however, it may be as well to
say something more about Curll's earlier record. The year in
which the memorable meeting took place in the Swan Tavern, in
Fleet Street, saw the bookseller tossed in a blanket by the West-
minster scholars for printing, without permission, a funeral oration
delivered by the captain of the school. The story of his humiliation
at their hands is best told in the following letter, which is printed
by W. J. Thorns from the St. James's Post of that year: